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JUDGE 


“C’MON, TURK, BE A SPORT ! 1 


i - / 


WHO’S WHO IN JUDGE 



j|HE gentleman with the mustache, gentle readers, is 
| Raymond Thayer who, like Flo Ziegfeld, spends his 
! working hours glorifying the American girl. You 
i can tell he is an artist by the smock and the 
Windsor chair. Ray is the kind of an artist who, when you ask 
him how much he wants for a Judge cover, says: “How much 
have you got?” Nice fellow, though. 


He was born in Sewickley, Pa.; educated at the Cleveland 
School of Art and the New York School of Fine Arts and has 
become disgustingly rich making pictures of beautiful girls who 
advertise soap and battleships and things. Ray is going to make 
a cover for Judge every month and is looking for beautiful models. 









JUDGE 


WANTS TO KNOW 


WHY some motorists haven’t the 
common decency to dim their lights 
when approaching other ears. 


IF Davis and La Follette haven’t 
more to be thankful for than Coolidge. 


IF England is going to name hei 
new Zeppelin gas bag the George 
Bernard Shaw. 


heaven s name some 
bow ties under their 


WHETHER the bootleggers are 
doing their Christmas shipping early 


IF John Roach Straton believes 
Santa Claus. 


men v 
collars. 


WHAT the radio audience thinks 
of Judge’s broadcasting programs 
from Station W’GBS. 


WHETHER land 
Canadian border is 
quart. 


The Repeater. 





Things I am Not Thankful For 
Ctatic, La Follette, Income tax, 
^ stewed carrots, prohibition. Up- 
dogs, Mayor Hylan, head colds, that 
brook on the sixteenth hole. 

Worn-out macadam, detours, win¬ 
ter squash, Harold Bell Wright, 
tonsilitis, bad checks, coal bills, John 
S. Sumner, The New York Daily Newt. 

Book agents, motor cops, William 
Randolph Hearst, rice pudding, 
cuppy lies, plumbers’ bills, John 
Roach Stratton, “Abie’s Irish Rose.” 

Curried lamb, Canon Chase, pto¬ 
maine poisoning, ticket scalpers, I. 
0. U.’s, snow banks, heat waves. 
Congress, the Republican party, the 
hives, U grippe, Magnus Johnson, 
ulcerated teeth. 

Torrey Ford 

A Serviceable Synonym 

“What is it they call the movies? 
The—the—” 

“The unspeakable drama.” 

Travel Talks 

Pluteau —Have you seen Pike’s 
Peak? 

Nouveau —No—did some one take 
it? 


Using the Xu Klux Xian to en¬ 
force the Uw, is like putting out a 
fire with gunpowder. 


Husband —Thank God, you're back! Did you bring a rope? 
“/ looked at some but they were too expensive.” 

This Fall 


Bank —He’s a quiet dresser, isn’t 
he? 

Crank —Quiet? You should hear 
him when he can’t find his clean shirt. 


L^all leaves tremble gold and red. 
And fall storms rage and lash. 
Fall vegetables are on the stands. 
And I fall short of cash. 

But I don’t care if fall skies loom. 
And mist falls on the sea. 

Or what befalls this world of ours. 
If you still fall for me. 

Lucia Trent 


Funnybone ? f 


The only time a horse gets scared 
nowadays is when he meets another 
horse. 


— rladfa wiP pcytSfir each one printed N 



The terrible turk. 











A modernist preacher says that 
churches should have more windows. 
Evidently the Fundamentalists think 
they should have more fire escapes. 


The Husband (to visitor) —When our little girl was bom I 
wanted her called Pamela, but my wife wanted her called 
Elizabeth—so we compromised. Elizabeth, come and say, “How 
d'you do?" to Mrs. Brown. 


“The Lost Captain” 

(With a Low Bow to B. Browning ) 

I ust for a job down in Wall Street 

” he left as 

And $25 a week (so he wrote). 

Like a knife through an apple our 
captain lias cleft as 

The year we were certain to get 
Harvard’s goat. 

Now, every day, gilt-edge bonds he’ll 
be selling. 

The man who once captained the 
team against Yale! 

Who ran sixty yards with a frantic 
mob yelling 

The year he made Dartmouth 
supporters turn pale. 

Just think of him working with 
bankers and brokers, 

With only a year left to get his 
degree: 

Think of him taking orders from 
schemers and croakers. 

The man who beat Princeton 
eleven to three. 

Just at the top of his game was he 
playing 

When tempted by gold he has left 
the team flat— 

Still, twenty-five bucks is a lot to be 
paying 

A fellow who couldn’t correctly 
spell cat. 

Percy Waxman 


The Go-getter. 


The Evolution of a Thanks¬ 
giving Dinner 

10,000,000 years b.c. —Bronto¬ 
saurus eats pterodactyl, finishing off 
with a couple of diplodoci. 

800 b.c. —A burnt offering is eaten 
by mistake. 

1400 a.d. —Medieval bums steal 
grilled pig from knight’s hunting 
lodge. 

1898 a.d. —Mr. and Mrs. Theodore 
Brown serve sixteen-course dinner 
to thirty-five people in their dining¬ 
room. 

1924 a.d. —Mr. and Mrs. Brown 
drop around to the delicatessen store 
for ten cents worth of Swiss cheese, a 
quarter-pound of sturgeon, two dill 
pickles and a bottle of beer. 

A. L. L. 


A physical culturist says that if 
you sing and shout before breakfast 
and before going to bed, it will pre¬ 
vent an unhappy old age. The 
neighbors will attend to that. 

\Tunrxybones / 

Where the population is most dense 
is just above the ears. 





RBFinua.. 


JIMMY’S DREAM AFTER HIS THANKSGIVING DINNER 







Things we are not thankful for 


At the Big Game 

A friend of mine took it down. I 
saw him doing it and made him 
give it to me. He's in journalism 
and his excuse was that he was just 
doing it for practice but I wouldn’t 
put blackmail past anyone in jour¬ 
nalism. He claims it’s verbatim. 
It probably is. 

She —Did I tell you that Will can’t 
come to play bridge with you and 
Mabel and me next Tuesday so 
asked Gertrude? 

Me —Getta man! For God sake, 
getta man!! 

She —Why I thought you liked Ger¬ 
trude? All right. I’ll ask Clarence. 

Me —Oh, Lord! Cancha getta 
man? 

She —Well, then, how about Fred? 

f~ \Funnybon%? 

\ PARTY LINE VERSION ( 

J Woman’s place is on the phone. \ 

—cTiidjo will pay S5fir each oneprinted''—' 


Funnybonz? T 

“Two cant be loved as cheaply as 
one." 

-"c Tudjo wi^ySSfirea^aneprintad^ 


Me —Awful! Rotten! Ghastly! 
Take him out! He don’t know what 
it’s all about! 

She —Goodness, you’re hard to 
please! I don’t care! I’ll ask whom¬ 
ever I choose. Then what’ll you do, 
Mr. Smarty? 

Me —Kick, dammit! Kick! 

She —I don’t believe you’re listen¬ 
ing to a word I say. You’re not pay¬ 
ing a bit of attention to me. I think 
you’re horrid and my hands are 
almost frozen. 

Me —Hold’em! Sit on’em! Step 
on ’em! Smother ’em! 

She —And the rug has fallen on 
the floor. 

Me —Get down! Get down and 
get under it! 

She —And I’m miserable and un¬ 


happy and I w ish I’d never come to 
this old game with you. 

Me —Come on line! Attaline! You 
know the stuff that holds ’em. 

She —You brute! Will you pay 
attention to me? I’ll never speak to 
you again! 

Me —There it is! Same old fake! 
It’s only good once a season! 

She— -Oh! Is that so? Well, if I 
could only get out of here I’d show 
you something! I’d leave you this 
instant! 

Me —Attakid! You’re free! Go! 
Go!! GO!!! Nothing can stop you 
now! Hike! Run, skoot! Dam— 
Touchdown!!!!! 

Why, Mildred, what’s wrong? 
Excitement too much for you? What 
are you crying for? Here, have a 
drink! Carroll 


\Funnybor ier / 

My laundry did so well on my 
collars that I sent them a razor to 
sharpen for me 
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You've got to have a license to do anything these days 
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One of the many thrills of a big football game—“Going to it." 


The Absorbing Adventures 
of Professor Blotter 

U’ollowing his invention of a hy- 
* draulic pump for carrying water 
to a lady in the theater without 
spilling it all on the way down the 
aisle, Professor Blotter was elected 
Honorary Advising Architect of the 
Producing Managers’ Association. 

Blotter’s first thoughts were for 
the care and comfort of the audiences. 
After long and earnest efforts, Blot¬ 
ter was unable to find a single mem¬ 
ber of the original audience which 
proved to Mr. Drennan that the 
house, with every seat occupied, 
could be emptied in three minutes. 
Consequently, he has instituted the 
idea of holding little fire drills be¬ 


tween the acts in all of the theaters. 

The problem of late arrivals was 
the next to meet Blotter’s critical 
attention. After months of thought, 
the venerable scientist designed a 
huge block and tackle, carrying a 
device similar to a breeches buoy, 
which he hopes to suspend from the 
roof of every theater. 

“When this invention is in opera¬ 
tion,” he explained, “each late arrival 
will be fitted into this buoy, swung 

\Funnybon%p 

\ A woman it like cream, when eke is / 

J kept too long in the house, she \ 
/ turns sour. \ 

^ —audeo mV pay S5for each one printed^—' 


through the air and deposited into 
his seat without disturbing anyone 
else in the row\ Similarly com¬ 
muters who desire to leave ten 
minutes before the final curtain in 
order to catch their trains may de¬ 
posit their seat numbers at the box- 
office, and at the proper time the 
crane will be quietly lowered for 
them. 

“My present invention,” he added, 
“is the design of a theater with the 
second balcony on the ground floor, 
to save people the trouble of walking 
upstairs.” 

I left him at his blue prints. As I 
have said before, it must be great 
to have a mind like Blotter’s. 

Corey Ford 




















"UlillipiW'l 

r»<HflPIIWll'] 


Stranger (in hotel lobby )—What town in your opinion has the best fire department? 
“ Schenectady — why?" 

“ Oh , I just wondered where you were from?" 


Complete Characterizations 

'T'he kind of a man who wears a 
* white wash necktie. 

The kind of a man who knew him 
“when he didn't have a shirt to his 
back.” 

The kind of a girl who wears 
knickerbockers with silk stockings. 

The kind of people who “insist” 
on paying the check. 

The chiropodist who calls himself 
a “pediatrist.” 

The kind of people who tell you 
“radio is still in its infancy.” 

The kind of a man who hoards 
cigar store coupons. 

The kind of a man who wears an 
elk’s tooth. 

The kind of female “who can’t do 
a thing with her hair.” 

The kind of people who laugh at 
this sort of thing. 

Arthur L. Lippmann 

“Us Moderns” 

Jack and Jill 

Drove up the hill 

They said to get some weenies. 

When they came back, 

It looked, alack. 

More like some dry martinis! 

Lucia Trent 



DOTTY DECLARES 
Fur coats cover a multitude of pills. 


Who’s the First Man? 
o volunteer as an experiment at 
a lecture on hypnotism? 

To stand up in an audience at the 
initial bar of the National Anthem? 

To go up on stage in response to a 
challenge from the vaudeville ma¬ 
gician to feel of his steel bracelets? 

To get off the trolley car or the 
fern- boat ahead of even-one else? 

To step up and buy the first bottle 
of patent medicine from the comer 
vender? 

To start throwing bottles at the 
umpire? 

To step out onto the dance floor 
when the orchestra strikes up? 

To write a series like this for 
Judge? Corey Ford 

Son —What is a counter irritant? 

Father —A clerk who tries to sell 
you what you don’t want. 

Never toll the willowy little elf 
you are about to mam- that she is 
worth her weight in gold. A dozen 
years later she may remind you of 
your statement and demand settle¬ 
ment for 180 pounds. 




J. C. Nugent in 

_ -—"The Rising Son ” 

“Haven’t I always been a 
good son, mother?” 

“Yes, dear, you sent me 
postal cards from all over the 
world!” 


O’Neill Steams Into Port 

by George Jean Nathan 


U ntil Eugene O’Neill came along, the 
American stage knew the sea only as 
a large piece of canvas painted blue 
and agitated from underneath by three or 
four husky members of the Stagehands’ 
Local. The drama that occurred on or in 
front of the aforesaid canvas consisted 
chiefly either of a scene on a raft wherein an 
actress with her hair let down and an actor 
in a ragged white shirt were supposed to be 
facing imminent death, said death being duly 
staved off a minute later by the sudden 
appearance on the backdrop of two small 
red and green incandescent lights, repre¬ 
senting an approaching, succoring ship, or 
of a scene in which Abner, the old lighthouse 
keeper, managed to totter up the winding 
stairs in time to sound the bell and save the 
good ship Mary Louise from the rocks just 
before his heart trouble got the better of 


James & Brewer — Proctor' 


“My father 
engineer.” 

“Yeah! Yoi 
first wreck!” 


railroad 


The sailors of the pre-O’Neill days were, 
similarly, an ingenuous theatrical lot. About 
the only kinds of sailors that the American 
drama knew before the estimable Eugene 
came steaming down the bay were those who 
showed up at five minutes of eleven off the 
United States man-o’-war, San Jacinto, in 
the nick of time to save the hero from being 


Charlotte Greenwood 
“Ritz Review” 
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Va*(p'-xO r \ 


“I thought you said this 
apartment overlooked the 
river?” 

“No, I said that when they 
built it they overlooked the 


eaten by cannibals and those who played 
opposite fat Irish women comedians in 
vaudeville sidewalk conversation acts. The 
sailor of that benighted era was either a hero 
or a low comedian. If the former, he was 
given principally to periodic loud-mouthed 
declamations on the superior strength of the 
American navy to that of England and to 
scenes wherein he rescued the blond leading 
woman from a Chinese opium den just as the 
electrician turned on the red light to indicate 
that the dump had been set on fire by the 
wop villain. 

And if the sailor was a comedian, he was 
given to a constant elaborate hitching up of 
his pants, to the dancing of a hornpipe, and 
to the singing of a song called, “I’ve Got a 
Girl in Every Port,” rendered to the ac¬ 
companiment of a number of broad, sugges¬ 
tive winks. 

O’Neill changed this rich conception of 
the sea and its people. He made the stage 
canvas smell less of paint and more of salt; 
he made the stage sailor smell less of rouge 
and more of rum and actuality. He took the 
sea and its men out of the old American 
theater and gave them life and brought them 
back into the new American theater. Four 
of his shorter sea plays have been grouped 
under the heading of S.S. Glencaim, and have 
lately been put on again at the Provincetown 
Playhouse. They provide an excellent eve¬ 
ning’s entertainment. 

(Continued on page 26 ) 


“ Top Hole ” 

“I just found a lost ball.” 
“How do you know it was 
lost?” 

“A fellow over there is still 
looking for it.” 


Burglar—Hands Up! 


u 






IN THE YEAR 2000 
Trying to find the old bus after the game 





True Confessions 

Have you murdered a man, girls? 

September 25, 1924 
To the Editor Who (Jets 4 w ay With 
Murder: 

Dear Sir: 

You shouldn’t be too careful of 
your English, because it don’t pay. 
My husband was a purist, Harvard, 
at that. 

It has always been my proud boast 
that I can put up with a lot, but 
when I returned home late the other 
afternoon and heard him say to a 
brazen book agent, “Whom the hell 
do you think you are addressing?” 
I dropped a dozen fresh eggs and 
reached for the nearest paper weight. 

Miss La Straw, Canarsie, N. Y. 
Offered by H. Bouker. 



The seventeen relatives who usually dine with you can't come — 
turkey has gone down in price and the Eighteenth Amendment is 
repealed. 


September 25, 1924 
Editor Who Gets Away With Murder, 
Judge, 027 West Forty-third street. 
New York City. 

Dear Editor Who Gets Away 
With Murder: 

Being a Southern lady I know only 
chivalrous gentlemen. On my recent 
visit to New York, a man whom I 
had never seen before, arose in the 
subway and addressing me without an 
introduction, told me to take his seat. 
I refused his seat and took his life. 

Please send me the $2 as I wish to 
send flowers. 

Miss Sugah Waffles, Ailantah Jojer. 

per H. M. Rose. 




'Wudge mk pay %5 for each one printed 


Pippa passes 
Demi-tasses 
When there’s other 
Stuff in glasses. 


Warmed over love is a poor matri¬ 
monial diet. 


“Oh, yes, sir, it has all the latest improvements. F’rinstance, 
the car number, instead of being at the front and back, is placed 
underneath. Much more easily read by anyone who is being 
run over, you seel 


The Quest 

Friend —What’s the matter, hav¬ 
ing trouble writing that poem? 

Free Verse Poet —Yes—what’s a 
word that doesn’t rhyme with 
spring? 


An Unusual Heir 

Rub —How did that pretty widow 
come by so much money? 

Dub— Her millionaire husband 
died and she was an only wife. 

First Screen Star —How did you 
get your new husband? 

Second Ditto —On approval. 

News Items 

'T'he United States imported fifteen 
1 million pounds of ivory this year 
in spite of the fact that we have 
Congress. 

The Government spent millions 
urging the conservation of our forests 
while all the time we had W’ood in 
the Philippines. 

Bryan made a monkey out of him¬ 
self trying to preach against evolu¬ 
tion. 

Rupert Hughes tries to pick flaws 
in the Bible yet he gives us such stuff 
as “Beauty” and “Souls for Sale.” 

The Klan denounces graft in poli¬ 
tics yet their own sheet is not clean. 

We had a National Defense Day 
but most of the bootleggers do their 
work at night 

A good many of the political plums 
have been damaged by the frost. 

Blaine C. Bigler 
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Editor, Norman Anthony. Associate Editors, William Morris Houghton, William Edgar Fisher. Dramatic Editor, George Jean Nathan. 


The Lame Duck 

Don’t let the thought of it spoil your Thanksgiving, 
but the fact is that Congress reconvenes next week. And 
as usual during the short session it will be full of lame ducks. 

A lame duck, as you know, is a member who has been 
defeated for re-election, but who, for his sins and ours, 
must still go through with the agonizing farce of pretending 
to represent a constituency that has repudiated him, of 
legislating for months among men who either despise or 
pity him as a has-been. We like to commiserate with the 
country over that provision in the Constitution which 
compels it to put up with a stale Congress every other year. 
But give a thought to the poor lame ducks themselves 
condemned thus to drain the cup of their blasted hopes 
to the dregs. 

Mrs. Magnus Johnson, when she said she wished her 
old man didn’t have to go back to Washington this winter, 
was thinking no doubt of the torture to him of a reappear¬ 
ance in that cynical and supercilious town, shorn of the 
power and prestige that before had made his life there 
endurable. Magnus is in for an unpleasant session, but 
he’s only one of many. The whole arrangement is ridicu¬ 
lous and archaic and ought to be remedied, if only to put 
an end to this cruelty to dumb legislators. 

A Thanksgiving Thought 

No doubt a big stomach has its disadvantages. All 
the gods of efficiency condemn it. It is a burden on the 
vital organs; it robs a man of his classy cut college figure; 
it gets in his way mornings when he dashes for the 7.55, 
and its upkeep adds seriously to his overhead. For when 
a man’s stomach fills his lap he is tempted not only to 
pamper it with selected vittles but to dress it faultlessly. 
He is apt to think that it ought to be hung with an extra 
heavy watch chain and Masonic or other emblem. 

Furthermore, he knows, if he has any sense of fitness 
at all, that no one with a bay window should ever drive a 
Ford; it is unfair to both. 

But notwithstanding these drawbacks, we can’t help 
but regret the passing of the big stomach. No man with 

a big stomach will walk a mile for a C-1. This is not 

only a virtue in itself; it is symptomatic. A big stomach 
usually denotes lack of hurry, lack of worry, a certain 
pomposity, to be sure, but also an unwillingness to be 
stampeded. In other words, well fortified behind it 
somewhere you usually find an individual who likes what 
he likes, who resists evangelization and regimentation, 
and one, who, not being unduly exercised over his own 
salvation, doesn’t insist upon yours. 


Years ago a big stomach used to be considered an asset 
in business. But that was when the individual dominated 
business and not business the individual. 

Un-American 

To the Ku Klux Klan, the Anti-Saloon League, the 
Lord’s Day Alliance, and kindred organizations distin¬ 
guished for the charity of their opinions, New York City 
is un-American. The Standard, an organ of the Klan, has 
been cataloguing the “un-American,” and therefore im¬ 
moral, institutions in which the metropolis abounds. Its 
grand opera, for instance, the Standard considers “dis¬ 
tinctly a foreign, alien expression^ with a far-reaching 
influence for evil,” etc., etc. 

Some time ago we pointed out that the infant death 
rate in New York was lower than in any other large city, 
and very nearly the lowest in America. Its murder rate, 
too, despite the impression the newspapers give, is among 
the lowest in the country. And now it appears that the 
divorce rate of Manhattan, which every child west of the 
Alleghenies knows to be the worst of the five wicked 
boroughs, is lower than that of any whole State in the 
Union, with the single exception of New York State. In 
Manhattan there are only forty-two divorces to 100,000 
of population, while in Vermont, whence our President 
derives all his rock-ribbed virtues, the rate is 105 per 
100,000. The rate mounts as you go West, until in 
Oregon almost every other marriage results in divorce, 
and Oregon, don’t forget, is now owned by the Klan. 

These statistics do not refute the charge that New 
York is un-American. They merely indicate that in call¬ 
ing her so our friends of the night shirt and the tar kettle 
are not necessarily complimenting the rest of the country. 

Irony 

That provision in the tax law compelling publicity of 
tax returns was passed to badger the rich man and please 
the poor man. But now it appears that most of the pro¬ 
tests against it, with which the Government is being 
swamped, come from small taxpayers. Their neighbors 
have been finding out how much less they make than 
they pretended to. 

One would suppose that the veriest tyro in politics 
might have foreseen such a reaction. But the humorless 
humbugs that we elect to Congress seem as ignorant of 
human nature as they are of ethics, and so we have a law 
on the books that not only violates every principle of 
decency and good faith but isn’t even popular. 

W. M. II. 
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Let Us Be Kinder to 
Traffic Cops 
by Don Herold 


Fifty-fifty 

The real woman loves a man for 
himself alone. The real man loves a 
woman for himself alone. 


“Here is where I am borne to blush 
unseen,” thought the dollar bill in a 
girl’s stocking. 


T have made up my mind to try to 
be more pleasant and gentle in my 
relations with traffic cops. 

It is true that many of them are 
very, very provoking, and, after one 
has been plagued by the misconduct 
of cop after cop, it requires the utmost 
restraint not to say something to 
them that will hurt them to the 
quick. 

Just yesterday I literally lashed a 
traffic officer with my ready tongue. 
I was crossing a street intersection 
with my car, and he started to rebuke 
me for doing so while he had the stop 
signal turned toward me. I com¬ 
pletely lost my manners. “You big 
bum,” I said, putting all refinement 
aside for the moment, “can’t you see 
that I am in a hurry! Why don’t 
you get some signs that a person can 
read ten feet away? I am a little 
near-sighted, anyway. How did I 
know that you meant for me to stop 
when you held up the palm of your 
hand at me? You cops are a menace 
to public safety. It is cops like you 
who cause all the accidents—trying 
to get gentlemen like me to stop so 
suddenly. You think you can put 
something over on me, do you! What 
if every cop in town pulled that stuff! 
I have a big notion to have you ar¬ 
rested. Don’t let it happen again.” 

He apologized meekly and ab¬ 
jectly. I could see that he was com¬ 
pletely crestfallen and deeply hurt. 


He probably felt depressed all day 
and made a number of similar mis¬ 
takes, just out of nervousness. 

As I drove on, I thought over what 
I had done, and my conscience hurt 
me considerably. The poor fellow 
had probably been trying to do his 
duty as best he could, yet I had prac¬ 
tically snapped his head off. I re¬ 
flected that he was just as human as 
I, and that no doubt he had a wife 
and child at home, and perhaps even 
an aged mother of whom he was the 
whole support with the possible ex¬ 
ception of her meager pension from 
the Government (since she was per¬ 
haps the widow of a veteran of the 
0 Continued on page SO) 


Woman Is Like 

A book—usually bound to please. 

A train—often gets on the wrong 
track. 

A magazine—lots of fiction be¬ 
neath the cover. 

A program—subject to change 
without notice. 

An automobile—often runs people 
down. 

A lamp—apt to flare up and get 
turned down. 

A banjo—often picked on by her 
friends. 

A thermometer—often of very 
high degree. 

A cigar—inclined to be puffed up 
at times. 

A church—men make sacrifices for 
her. 

A stove—often needs a new lid. 

But the average man admits that 
there is nothing like her! 


“Oh, darling, quick; there's a treel Honk your homl” 


Willing Targets 
Kriss —All women aim at matri¬ 
mony. 

Kross —You bet! And all the men 
are easy marks! 








SPEEDING UP CHESS 


Why not employ, in our match games, time clock pieces guaran¬ 
teed to explode if not moved every five minutesf 


Odd and Interesting 

Do you know— 

That centipedes grow confused 
when they try to put their best foot 
forward? 

That a case of mistreating a pole¬ 
cat has never been reported to the 
S. P. C. A.? 

That stove-pipes make excellent 
collars for giraffes? 

That tropical animals sometimes 
run short of bananas, but they never 
burst into song about it? 

That the hare lost the race to the 
tortoise because he was summoned 
to traffic court for speeding? 

That elephants accept peanuts 
from perfect strangers because they 
believe every little bit helps? 

That porcupines never hold petting 
parties? 

Horace Woodmansee 


TWO CELLULOID CLOWNS 

by George Mitchell 


W HEN a clown makes love to 
a woman she thinks he’s 
making a fool of her. When 
a man makes love to a woman he 
knows he’s making a fool of himself. 

So much has been said about the 
wisdom of the man it takes to make 
a fool that it seems foolish for me to 
repeat it. Let me add only that 
love is a foolish business if you take 
it foolishly. Women take it seri¬ 
ously. You can’t make faces at the 
women you’re making love to with¬ 
out having your face slapped. Of 
course the clown has the laugh on 
the other fellow who marries her in 
the long run (and marriage is a long 
run), because he can go on making 
love to other women and the other 
fellow can’t without having his face 
slapped. To sum it up the clown 
may make faces at and be slapped by 
innumerable women but a husband 
may be slapped by one woman only 
and that, as you know, would soon 
become monotonous. 

By a strange coincidence the two 
most important motion pictures of 
the week in New York have to do 
with clowns. There’s Sacha Guitry’s 
play, “Deburau,” renamed for the 
screen: “The Lover of Camille,” 
featuring Monte Blue, and “He Who 
Gets Slapped,” screened, strangely 
enough, under the title given it by 
Andreyev. 


By all odds “He” is the better 
offering. Truly a fine picture, 
splendidly acted by a cast including 
such fine screeners as Lon Chaney 
in the name part, the lovely Norma 
Shearer as Consuelo, John Gilbert as 
Benzano, Tully Marshall as the out 
at the elbow Count Mancini and 
Marc McDermott as the woman¬ 
eating Baron. 

“He Who Gets Slapped” will go 
down in screen history as one of the 
(l Continued on page 32) 


“Naw!” muttered the fourth-rate 
pugilist, as he got his 486th consecu¬ 
tive wallop in the jaw, “this penny a 
pound profit ain’t what it’s cracked 
up to be!” 

Whiz —How did you find out she 
carried a flask? 

Bang —Oh, it leaked out. 


Mah jongg players have organized 
in Cincinnati. For self defense? 



Wife —My word—what a lot of static! 
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She — I’ve invented a new face 
powder which can't be kissed off. 

It — Don’t you need some one to take 
charge of your proving grounds. 

—Middlebury Blue Baboon 

O. B. Still —Did you hear what 
happened to Mike Goldbaum this 
afternoon? 

Ira Tehigh— No. What? 

“He fell asleep in the bathtub with 
the water running.” 

“Did it overflow?” 

“No. He sleeps with his mouth 
open.” — Denison Flamingo 


Mary —I can’t see why Dot has so 
many admirers calling to see her, 
she can’t sing or play a piano. 

Peg —Maybe that’s the reason. 

—Bucknell Belle Hop 


Gone Up in Smoke 
Hunky —That sky-writer finally 
met his Waterloo. 

Dory —How was that? 

“He tried to show his stuff over 
Pittsburgh.” — Texas Ranger 


*** 

“Aha,” said the shrewd lawyer as 
he caught his housekeeper sampling 
his gin, “there’s a woman in the 
case.” — Hamilton Royal Gaboon 

“Mother, does the young man next 
door have a godfather?” 

“Not tliat I know of, dear.” 

“Well, that’s funny. Last night I 
heard him having an argument with 
somebody, and he kept on saying, 
‘My godfather.’ ” 

—Johns Hopkins Black and Blue Jay 



A man named Du Bois met a girl 
Who lisped through her teeth 

White as pearl; 

“I’ll hug you and kiss you,” 

Said he with an oath, 

While she in alarm, 

Cried, “Oh! Mr. Du Both!” 

—Brown Jug 

Dramatic Instructor —Get up on the 
stage. I want to see your panto¬ 
mime. 

Flapper —Oh, but I didn't Wear 
any! — S. California Wampus 

“Papa, what is the difference 
between genius and talent?” 

“Talent gets paid every Satur¬ 
day night.” — Denison Flamingo 

You can always draw the Queen— 
if you have the Jack. 

—Georgia Tech. Yellow Jacket 


Women’s hair, beautiful hair. 

What words of praise I utter, 

But oh! how sick it makes me feel 
To find it in the butter. 

—Hamilton Royal Gaboon 

This One Is Quite Risque 

Eve —You don’t mind if I take a 
little walk. Adam, old beau, do you? 

Adam —A. W. O. L.? 

“Oh, no. I’ll wear my leaves.” 

—Johns Hopkins Black and Blue Jay 

Irate Mother (at dinner)—Johnny, 
I wish you’d stop reaching for things. 
Haven’t you a tongue? 

Johnny—Sure, mom, but my arm’s 
longer. — S. California Wampus 

“Whut-d’je-do if I swiped a little 
kiss, hull?” 

“D’j-ever hear of a bloke ut could 
swipe ten bucks and took a dime?” 

—Hamilton Royal Gaboon 



Magistrate (to prisoner) —If you were there with no dishonest purpose , 
why were you in your stocking feet? 

Prisoner —I ’eard there was sickness in the family, yer Honor. 

—Pitt Panther 




“Oscar, who were the Four Horse¬ 
men?” 

“Bill Sheridan, Buffalo Bill, Will 
Rogers and Barney Google.” 

—Missouri Shawms 




“I’m looking for somebody to lend 
me $10.” 

“Well, it’s a nice day for it.” 

—Denison Flamingo 



Maudlin — No, what? 


“He icas out with Clarice, and when 
he tried to embrace her she melted in 
his arms. 

—Williams Purple Cow 


“All right behind there?’” called 
the conductor. 

“Hold on,” cried a shrill voice. 
“Wait till I get my clothes on.” 

The passengers craned their necks. 
A small boy was struggling to get a 
basket of laundry aboard. 

—BuckneU Belle Hop 


Secman —Let’s walk down to my 
house and have a drink. 

Angel —Hell, no! Let’s get out in 
the street and run. 

— BuckneU, Belle Hop 

Bashful Liz 

A modest girl 
Is Lizzie Fishes: 

She won’t even 
Wash the dishes. 

—Lehigh Burr 

Hubby (driving the car)—I wish 
you would sit up here in front with 
me. 

Wife (seated in tonneau)—Are you 
ashamed to let people know we are 
married? 

—Hamilton Royal Gaboon 

Pure and Simple 

“Does my question embarrass 
you?” inquired the professor of the 
dazed looking student. 

“Not at all, sir,” answered the stu¬ 
dent. “The question is perfectly 
clear; it’s the answer that’s puzzling 
me.” —Denison Flamingo 

“The time will come.” shouted the 
lecturer, “when women will get 
men’s wages.” 

“Yes,” shouted a little man in the 
back seat, “next Saturday night.” 

—Bucknell Belle Hop 

The height of tough luck—A 
burglar whose wife won’t let him 
go out nights. 

—Denison Flamingo 
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Queen — Knave, who is that playing 
the Anvil Chorus aid in the courtyard? 

Jester — Nay, my Queen, ’tie the 
guests taking off their overcoats. 

—Stevens Tech. Stone Mill 

W’e mortals have to swat and shoo 
The flies from dawn till dark 
’Cause Noah didn’t swat the two 
That roosted in the ark. 

—Lehigh Burr 

j*» 

'27 —What else does sea water con¬ 
tain besides sodium chloride? 

'26 —Fish!” 

—John Hopkins Black and Blue Jay 

“My idea of a paradox,” chirped 
Antwerp Andy, pointing to the gay 
young blade crossing the street, “is 
a woman hater with six extra suits 
of clothes in his closet.” 

—Hamilton Royal Gaboon 



A Current Event 

—Rice Owl 




Key Chart for Judge’s 
Crossword Puzzle No. 5 

Horizontal 

I. What does your wife do to 
your household? 

6. An artist who draws for Judge. 

II. What the girl said when her 
boy friend tried to kiss her in a 
canoe—Also an Island. 

12. Distinguished Englishmen like 
to become one of these (abr.). 

14. One of the vowels repeated 
three times. 

15. What the boys would yell if 
you drove by in a 1910 model. 

16. What you are apt to see if 
you drink too much liquor (abr.). 

17. Disfigure. 

19. Some one in w-ait for the 
errant husband. 

21. Something of use to movie 
comedians. 

22. What Willie did to the jam. 

23. Something Billy Sunday is all 
excited about. 

24. A wing of a house. 

25. Corruption. 

27. Did you ever do this for the 
boys in the back room in the Good 
Old Days? 

29. Some one having something 
to do with Judge —and who thinks 
it's a dam good magazine (abr.). 

30. What Judge thinks about the 
Ku Klux Klan. 

31. Harsh or severe. 

33. Where was the lamb chop 


Fido stole from the table? Also, 
to bring upon oneself . 

34. Something which is often at 
sea (abr.). 

35. A long, long time. 

37. Something that goes ronnd- 
and-round-and-round. 

39. Very marshy. 

40. Something old-fashioned peo¬ 
ple used to do in the home. 

42. A direction (abr.). 

43. A preposition—(You’re on to 
this.) 

44. Something miners go in for. 

45. The first girl who said,“Really, 
I’ve simply nothing to wear.” 

47. Where you’re apt to find your¬ 
self if you get too fresh with the 
“little woman”—(abr.). 

48. They run at night in packs— 
like wolves. 

51. Tapestry or something similar. 

52. A day in your life before you 
started doing Cross Word puzzles. 

Vertical 

1. A familiar name for some one 
all song writers seem to love. 

2. A New England State (abr.). 

S. Three of the vowels. 

4. What the light in the parlor 
does if her Dad is home. 

5. What some people think George 
M. Cohan is. 

6. A young lawyer would like one 
of these. 


7. You might say this of some of 
those French post cards. 

8. What they are supposed to be¬ 
come after the ceremony. 

9. A Middle Western State (abr.). 

10. A call—(You might learn 
this if you went to Switzerland.) 

13. An artist who draws lovely 
girls every week in Judge. 

16. A comic artist who draws for 
Judge. (You’ll have to look 
through some of the other issues— 
he isn’t in this one.) 

18. A city in Pennsylvania. 

20. A conjunction meaning “on 
the condition”—spelled backwards. 

21. You eat these at the circus— 
and you can’t stop till they’re all 
gone. 

26. A prefix meaning new. 

28. A good way to get ahead 

32. One who resists. 

33. Something which indicates. 

34. Something the Germans used 
during the war which caused us 
some worry. 

36. First person—singular—as an 
Irishman says it in the comics. 

38. Part of a blossom. 

40. A familiar place of refuge— 
Biblical (plural). 

41. On the level. 

44. What the French girls say— 
everybody knows this much French. 

46. A period in history. 

48. What the boys in the army 
never want to be (abr.). 

49. A Nation in the Western 
Hemisphere you may have heard 
of. 

50. Something it’s hard to get 
over on a busy day (abr.). 



Tom— Mae, will you marry me? 
Mae— Yes, darling! 

“Oh — er—this is so sudden! 
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ASK DAD—HE KNOWS 

What They Laughed at in the Good Old Days 






Host —That chump next door has practically built his house 
around his garage! 


Aunt Jane’s Column 

A serious situation confronts the 
newspaper reading public. For 
years meddlesome old women have 
been conducting, “Advice to the 
Lovelorn” columns and as a result 
every silly little girl whose John has 
gone back on her writes to these 
oracles for truth and wisdom. Do 
they get it? They do not! The 
truth, if possible, is hidden behind 
platitudes and the wisdom, if any, is 
not hidden anywhere. It isn’t there 
to be hidden. 

The time has come for some brave, 
womanly woman (you know the kind 
I mean. A real womanly woman) to 
conduct a column of this sort in 
truth and veracity. 

My idea of it is this: 

Dear Aunt Jane: 

I am a good looking girl (they 
always are), twenty-two years old. 
I am in love (funny, but it’s chronic) 
with a gentleman, thirty-five years 
my senior. He is wealthy, cultured 
and treats me with respect. My 
family objects to the difference in our 
ages, however, and refuse to allow me 
to marry him. Should I marry him 
anyhow? 

Troubled Blue Eyes 


Troubled Blue Eyes: 

Hell, yes, marry him. I am not so 
sure he is the gentleman you think 
he is, but since he is fifty-seven it 
won’t make much difference. Your 
parents object! It is to guffaw! 
You are twenty-two and if you 
weren’t, it would be all right. Take 
him, child, and his jack, too. 


Then we have this case: 

Dear Aunt Jane: 

I am a good looking (I told you 
they ahvays are) girl of seventeen 
and in love (See? What did I tell 
you?) with a boy two years my 
senior. Until last week he seemed 
to return this love. Then I went to 
a dance and caught him kissing my 
best girl friend. Should I ignore 
him and try to patch my broken 
heart? 

Jealous Jennie 

Jealous Jennie: 

Think nothing of it, dearie. It is 
all the rage these days. In fact, as 
my Deauville correspondent says, 
it’s the heat. Shall you ignore him? 
Certainly not! So long as he has the 
squiddy in his purse, stick to him. 
What’s a kiss shared among friends? 
If he gets too interested in this best 
girl friend, so-called, shoot them 
both and go to a very dark movie 
theater. You’ll find one to take his 

No fooling, now, isn’t that the 
happier and more civilized way of 
doing things? I thought so, too. 

Whitney Bolton 

Ob, Sophisticated Youth! 

A modern young man kissed a 
beautiful but modem young girl. 
“I’ll be frank with you,” he said after 
the embrace was over, “you’re not 
the first girl I ever kissed, by a long 
shot.” 

She lit a cigarette. “And I’ll be 
equally frank with you,” she replied. 
“You’ve got a great deal to learn, 
even at that.” — Capper’s Weekly 








Ill 

Tt is generally said that the critic 
A who shouts a thing at the top of 
his voice and with a great air of 
cocksuredness more often than not is 
mistaken. Not long ago, conducting 
myself in this objectionable and de¬ 
plorable manner, I said that the M. 
Basil Dean, the English producer who 
was imported to put on James 
Flecker’s “Hassan,” was, so far as I 
could make out after a survey of a 
number of his productions, a de¬ 
cidedly sour professor. I have just 


Design for a fireplace guaranteed to give forth a satisfactory 
amount of head. 


O’Neill Steams Into Port 


(Continued from page 11) 


]\/f adame Simone’s histrionic 
^ 1 genius has never been such as 
to cause me to rush hatless out of the 
theater where she was playing and 
hug the nearest gendarme in an ec¬ 
stasy of delight. Indeed, I may go 
so far as to say that the madame has 
generally left this old cynic pretty 
cold. Her talents, so loftily praised 
by French critics, have never been 
clearly discernible to me, and my 
oculist assures me that my eyes are 
in very good shape. Nevertheless, I 
went around to the Henry Miller 
Theater the other night and got 
something of a shock. 

For there on the stage was La 
Simone surprising a whole lot of us 
by giving a really skillful and spirited 
performance of that ancient Sardou- 
daddle, “Madame Sans-Gene.” Well, 
such things happen every now and 
then. No sooner has the reviewer 
written his fifty thousandth word, 
proving beyond all question of doubt 
that this or that actor or actress 
ought to be poisoned instanter than 
the actor or actress goes and spoils it 
all by doing himself or herself proud. 
I think that it is high time the re¬ 
viewers got together and did some¬ 
thing about it. Such things are very 
embarrassing. They ought to be 
stopped. 


seen the M. Dean’s production of 
“Peter Pan” at the Knickerbocker 
Theater and I now want to apologize 
to the editor of Judge, to my readers, 
and to the M. Dean himself. 

What I said of the latter should 
have been said in a voice twice as 
loud as the one I employed and with 
an air of cocksuredness that would 
make the air in the Subway smell, in 
comparison, like that of Cope Cod. 
For if ever a beautiful play has had a 
rose and a couple of cauliflowers 
pinned on it by an unimaginative and 
heavy-handed producer, step up to 
this stage job of the Barrie classic and 
take a look at it. 

It is all very well to blame little 
Miss Marilyn Miller for not being 
quite a Maude Adams in certain 
respects, but Maude Adams herself 
would have had a tough time of it 
with anything like Dean’s production 
fingering its nose at her. I trust that 
this doesn’t seem to be mere un- 
gentlemanly abuse of Mr. Dean. It 
is nothing of the kind. It is not 
abuse, but criticism that gets rid of 
all embroidery and gets right down to 
tacks. He has made a sad botch of 
one of the most lovely of modern 
plays. If you doubt it, if you think 
that this may, after all, be the opinion 
of but one man, put on your hat and 
investigate for yourself. The odds 
that you will agree with me are ex¬ 
actly 100 to 1. 

A famous dress designer thinks out 
his finest creations at night, when he 
can’t sleep. The bills husbands have 
to pay for them are said to have the 
same effect. — London Opinion 


Neighbor —Your nephew seems to be a tceU-bred little pup. 
“Yes, but I can't break him of the habit of pointing." 






Unfortunately the halfback of the 
Yale team had been on the receiving end 
of a hard tackle the day he had his 
picture taken. 

Very Noticeable Then 
“How awkward Alice is. She 
doesn’t seem to know what to do with 
her hands.” 

“I noticed that when she was play¬ 
ing bridge.” —Boston Transcript 


Visitor (to hospital attendant)— 
Is Mr. Murphy in? 

Hospital Attendant (to visitor)— 
Yes, he is convalescing now. 

“Very well, I’ll wait!” 

Answers (London) 


“Look here,” he said. “I’m going 
to leave. I’ve never seen such dirty 
towels in my life, and I can never find 
any soap.” 

“But you’ve got a tongue in your 
head,” was the landlady’s curt reply. 

“Yes,” was the quick response, 
“but I’m not a cat.” 

Tit-Bits (London) 

Dad Set Right 

Reggie —I hope you stuck up for 
me when your father said I was a 
born fool. 

Rena —Indeed I did! I told papa 
your success in that line is entirely 
due to your own efforts. 

—Boston Transcript 

Ambulances to pick up dogs run 
over by motorists have appeared on 
the Great North Road. The only 
chance a stricken pedestrian has is 
to growl realistically. 

—Passing Show (London) 

A Hot Return 

“I wouldn't be seen at the New- 
rich ball.” 

“Oh, you’re not so insignificant as 
that, dear.” —Boston Transcript 


NERVE EXHAUSTION 

How Nerve Abuse Wrecks Health 


by PAUL von BOECKMANN 


Lecturer, and Author of numerous books and treatises on Mental 
and Physical Energy, Respiration, Psychology, and Nerve Culture 


T HERE is but one malady more ter¬ 
rible than Nerve Exhaustion, and 
that is its kin, Insanity. Only those 
who have passed through a siege of 
Nerve Exhaustion can understand the true 
meaning of this statement. It is HELL; no 
other word can express it. At first, the vic¬ 
tim is afraid he will die, and as it grips him 
deeper, he is afraid he will not die; so great 
is his mental torture. He becomes panic- 
stricken and irresolute. A sickening sensa¬ 
tion of weakness and helplessness overcomes 
him. He becomes obsessed with the thought 
of self-destruction. 

Nerve Exhaustion is due to nerve strain. 
There is no other cause for it. In men, 
nerve exhaustion can generally be traced to 
excesses and vices, although the strain of 
intense concentration and the worries of 
business life are often the chief factors. In 
women, Nerve Exhaustion is due mainly to 
over active emotions. Especially in their 
marital, domestic and kindred relations do 
women subject their emotions to constant 
upheavals. Indeed, we are all under severe 
nerve strain because of the mile-a-minute 
life we are leading. And no man or woman 
is so strong as to be immune to this strain. 

Nerve Exhaustion is not a malady that 
comes suddenly, yet its symptoms are un¬ 
mistakable. It does not manifest itself, as 
many think, in twitching muscles and 
trembling hands. The majority of sufferers 
from nerves seem strong and healthy, and 
may have not a tremor in their body, yet 
inwardly their nerves are in a turmoil and 
are undermining the entire bodily organism. 

The symptoms of Nerve Exhaustion vary 
according to individual characteristics, but 
the development is usually as follows: First 
Stage: lack of energy ana endurance; that 
“tired feeling." Second Stage: Nervousness; 
restlessness; sleeplessness, irritability; de¬ 
cline in sex force; loss of hair, nervous in¬ 
digestion; sour stomach: gas in bowels; con¬ 
stipation ; irregular heart; poor memory; lack 
of mental endurance; dizziness; headache; 
backache; neuritis, rheumatism, and other 
pains. Third Stage: Serious mental dis¬ 
turbances; fear, undue worry; melancholia; 
dangerous organic disturbances; suicidal 
tendencies; and in extreme cases, insanity. 

If only a few of the symptoms mentioned 
apply to you. especially those indicating men¬ 
tal turmoil, you may be sure that your nerves 
are at fault—that you have exhausted your 
Nerve Force. 

Perhaps you have chased from doctor to 
doctor seeking relief for a mysterious “some¬ 
thing the matter with you." Each doctor tells 
you that there is nothing the matter with you; 
that every organ is perfect. But you know 
there is something the matter. You feel it. and 
you act it. You are tired, dizzy, cannot sleep, 
cannot digest your food, and you have pains 
here and there. You are told you are “run 
down,” and need a rest. Your doctor may pre¬ 
scribe a drug—a nerve stimulant or sedative. 
Leave nerve tonics alone. It is like making a 
tired horse run by towing him behind an 
automobile. 

And don't be deceived into believing that 
some magic system of physical exercise can 
restore the nerves. It may develop your muscle 
but it does so at the expense of the nerves, as 
thousands of athletes have learned through 
bitter experience. 

The cure of weak and deranged nerves must 



have for its basis an understanding of how 
the nerves are affected by various abuses and 
strains. It demands an understanding of cer¬ 
tain simple laws in mental and physical hy¬ 
giene. mental control, relaxation, and how to 
develop immunity to the many strains of 
everyday life. Through the application of this 
knowledge, the most advanced case of Nerve 
Exhaustion -can be corrected. 

I have made a life study of the mental and 
physical characteristics of nervous people, 
having treated more cases of "Nerves" during 
the past 25 years than any other man in the 
world (over 100,000 cases). 

The result of this vast experience is em¬ 
bodied in a 64-page book, entitled “Nerve 
Force,” a book that is essentially intended to 
teach how to care for the nerves and how to 
apply simple methods for their restoration. 
It includes important information on the 
application of deep breathing as a remedial 
agent. The cost of the book is only 25 cents, 
coin or stamps. Address me—Paul von 
Boeckmann. Studio 141, 110 West 40th St.. 
New York City. 

This book will enable you to diagnose 
your troubles understanding^. The facts pre¬ 
sented will prove a revelation to you and the 
advice will be of incalculable value whether 
you have had trouble with your nerves or 
not. Your nerves are the most precious pos¬ 
session you have. Through them you ex¬ 
perience all that makes life worth living, for 
to be dull-nerved means to be dull-brained, 
insensible to the higher phases of life—love, 
moral courage, ambition, and temperament. 
The finer your brain is, the finer and more 
delicate is your nervous system, and the more 
imperative it is that you care for your nerves. 

“Nerve Force” is not an advertisement of 
any treatment I may have to offer. This is 
proved by the fact that large corporations 
have bought and are buying this book from 
me by the hundreds and thousands for circu¬ 
lation among their employees—Efficiency. 
Physicians recommend the book to their 
patients—Health. Ministers recommend it 
from the pulpit—Nerve Control. Happiness. 
Never before has so great a mass of valuable 
information been presented in so few words. 
It will enable you to understand your Nerves, 
your Mind, your Emotions, and your Body. 
Over a million copies have been sold during 
the past fifteen years. 
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$ 22,000 


from Monthly 
Savings in 
7% SMITH BONDS 


AN independent income of 
XX $1,500—a comfortable for¬ 
tune of more than $2 2,000 in 
Smith Safeguarded First Mort¬ 
gage Bonds-al 1 from small 
monthly savings invested sys¬ 
tematically at 7%. 

Our Investment Savings Plan is 
simple and surprisingly profit¬ 
able. It pays you bond interest 
on all your savings instead of 
merely 3% or 4%. Every payment 
earns the full rate of interest from 
the date it is received by us. 
This liberal interest policy, plus 
the regular compounding of bond 
interest, soon results in your 
having a large accumulation. 
Learn more about this profitable 
plan. Mail the coupon now. 


No Lou to Any Investor in 51 Yem 


The F.H. Smith Co. 

Founded 18/3 

Smith Building, Washington, D.C. ^ 


Announcement 
To Advertisers 

The management of the adver¬ 
tising of JUDGE has been 
taken over by E. R. Crowe & 
Co., Inc., New York and 
Chicago. 

All orders, copy, and cuts 
should now be forwarded to 
E. R. Crowe it Co., at 25 
Vanderbilt Avenue, New York. 

All advertising appearing in 
the November and future is¬ 
sues of JUDGE will be billed 
by E. R. Crowe & Co.; and all 
checks in payment thereof 
should be drawn to their order. 


Investment Bureau 



Subscribers to Judge are entitled to answers to inquiries on financial questions, and in emer¬ 
gencies to answer by telegraph. No charge is made for this service. All communications 
are treated confidentially. .I two-cent postage stamp should always be inclosed. Address all 
inquiries to the Financial Editor, Judge, 687 West i-ld St., Hew l'ork, giving full name and 
exact street address. Anonymous communications will in no case be answered. 


Conservatism and Pros¬ 
perity 

by Theodore Williams 

T'he response of the securities 
4 market to the triumph of con¬ 
servatism and common sense in the 
Presidential contest was vigorous 
and significant, even though it was 
not in some instances fully sustained. 
It expressed relief for certain escape 
from radical or disturbing Federal 
policies for another four years. The 
result was regarded by the financial 
world as assuring to business the peace 


and stability prerequisite to pros¬ 
perity. The demonstration on the 
exchanges was quite as pronounced 
and lasting as if the verdict of the 
people had not already been fully 
foreseen and largely discounted. 

The indications are that business, 
big and little, alike, may now pluck 
up fresh hope and courage. The 
factitious hindrances of politics and 
the threat of radical action by 
Congress have been removed for a 
considerable time to come. Espe¬ 
cially gratifying is this to the rail¬ 
roads, which seem to have been 



The Ups and Downs That 
Take Your Money 

When the line of stock prices goes up on the chart, everything seems fine. 
When it comes down, the face of many an investor is clouded with gloom. 
He may lose money, and he is worried. 

Stability is one of the fundamental requirements of a good investment. Why 
not get away from the fluctuating line entirely and put your money into 
Miller First Mortgage Bonds, which do not vary with the day-to-day mar¬ 
ket? The interest rate on these bonds (up to 7%) is far more than most 
people can ever hope to make by speculating. Mail the coupon to-day for 
free booklet, “Creating Good Investments.” 
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and I might have left him a better 
traffic cop, instead of an enemy to 
motorists. He probably missed that 
week’s pay. I was sorry’ for the 
incident. 

After all, there is some excuse for 
the seemingly stupid actions of many 
of these traffic cops and for their 
apparent disregard of the rights and 
feelings of car drivers. Many of their 
errors are due to absent-mindedness, 
I’ll wager. Half the time their minds 
are on business worries and domestic 
problems and it is only natural that 
they should sometimes vex us. 

So I, for one, have made up my 
mind to see if I cannot do something 
to educate them instead of growing 
angry at them. I mean to be more, 
well, more fatherly toward them. I 
shall call them over to the curb, and 
in a low, considerate tone of voice, 
attempt to educate them, rather than 
reprimand them. I shall explain 
that I am just as anxious to get down¬ 
town in a hurry without killing any¬ 
body as they are to have me get 
downtown in a hurry without killing 
anybody. I shall point out that our 
interests are mutual. I shall treat 
them less like criminals. 

I am even going so far as to try a 
new little scheme of which I have 
thought. I plan to carry a lovely 
bunch of roses in the tonneau of my 
car, and when a cop gives me cause 
for grievance, I am, instead of growl¬ 
ing and cursing, going to hand him 
the roses and say, “That’s all right, 
brother. I’m not mad. Just try to 
do better the next time.” 

A Trying Interview 

Che haughtily eyed him and refused 
^ to answer his question. 

“It is useless to pretend you have 
forgotten me,” he insinuated, and 
nonchalantly strolling toward her 
attempted to take her in his arms, 
but he had scarcely touched her 
when, alarmed at her piercing scream, 
he ceased from continuing his un¬ 
welcome attentions. 

His attempt to pacify her and his 
assurance that there was no cause for 
alarm were answered by a paroxysm 
of tears. 

“You are simply a spoiled child,” 
he angrily declared, “there is nothing 
to cry about.” 

But the more he argued the louder 
she wept. 

“All right then,” he continued, 
losing his temper, ‘T have finished 
with you,” and as he left her in dis¬ 
gust he hesitated for a moment at the 
open door. 

“For goodness sake,” he screamed, 
“why isn’t nurse here—to put baby 
to bed?” —Passing Show 
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CROSS WORD PUZZLE 
FANS 

Bouillon'* Dictionary of KINDRED 
WORDS—Greatest Aid in Solving 
Crons Word Puzzles. 

Postpaid $1.00. City Publishers 

1202-J 32 Union Square, New York City 


cirls Earn Xmas Money 


Winner of Judge’s 50-50 Contest No. 42 



Grandma —What do you say when you go to bed? 
Marjorie —Turn off that dam bedtime story! 


The $25 prize in Judge’s Fifty-Fifty Contest No. 42, announced in 
the October 18, 1924, issue, was won by S. Belle McClellan, 23 Grand 
View avenue, Middletown. N. Y. 


Two Celluloid Clowns 

(Continued from page 19) 
best pictures of 1924 and one that 
will stand comparison with any pic¬ 
ture ever made. It’s one of the 
pictures you should see; though you 
go infrequently. 

To me. Lon Chaney will add more 
to his laurels by his characteriza¬ 
tion of “He” than he did with the 
superficial and highly hokumized 
Quasimodi in “The Hunchback of 
Notre Dame.” 

AA/'ith “The Lover of Camille” 

I am not so much in sympathy. 
It may be a back-handed compliment 
to Monte Blue.but he’s a poorelown. 
Nor can I work up any pity for a 
man who leaves his wife for another 
woman and then lets her slip through 
his fingers. A man like that isn’t a 
clown, he’s an ass and doesn’t deserve 
to be successful in the game of love. 

Some day some one ought to write 
a play about a clown who, by the 
very power of comedy, could Pied 
Piper and balance on his nose as 
many women as would, standing one 
on top of the other, reach as high as 
the Woolworth tower. It would be 
a prettier compliment to the female 
sense of humor than that usually 
laid down by playwrights who 
apparently know so little of clowns 
... or of women. 
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XXThenever the great open spaces 
’ * show signs of tightening up 
the movies open ’em right up again. 
The G. O. S. as a matter of fact owe 
most of their greatness to the movies. 

I don’t blame the movies in the 
least, for they realize that the 
minute they lose the great open 
spaces they’re going to have a lot of 
shootin’ irons and horses, and gals 
and pretty bum actors on their 
hands. So they throw a wedge into 
the open spaces and keep ’em open. 

But in this newest Western, 
“The Beloved Brute,” the West may 
at least hold up its head with pride 
and shake a wild and woolly hoof. 
It’s one of the best, if not the best, 
I’ve seen and this, in a great meas¬ 
ure, may be laid on the broad and 
powerful shoulders of one Victor 
McLaglen, a he-man of the first 
magnitude. Keep your eye on 
Victor McLaglen. The kid is there! 
The story too is convincing. 



“Keeping his eye on the hall.” 











A Glass of Wine with theBorgias 


The youth hesitates. Will he obey the look of command in the eyes of Lucrezia—the magnet that 
has drawn him to this supper in the pontifical apartment? Will he accept the wine offered by Caesar 
Borgia? Or will he be warned before it is too late by the sinister glance shot from the cruel eyes of the 
old Pontiff as he coldly calculates the destruction of the young gallant? To comply or refuse is equally 
hazardous. If he decline the poisoned draught, will he escape the hired assassin lurking in the shadows 
of the palace? How many gallant lives thus darkly passed out of sight, sacrificed to the ambition of 
that terrible triumvirate, is told as only the great Alexandre Dumas could, in the Strangest and Most 
Curious Set of Books Ever Published. 


THE CELEBRATED CRIMES 

I “Fascinating history.” I m | tJ I I m ■ I “This most important work.” I 

The New York Herald. [ A ^ ^ J JL A I The New York Times. \ 


The millions of American admirers of the works of Dumas will hail with delight this, the first and 
absolutely the only complete and unabridged translation of this astonishing series. Printed from the 
same plates as the edition de luxe, sold at $100.00 a set, the edition offered our patrons is illustrated by 
Jacques Wagrez of Paris, and beautifully bound. None of the editions of Dumas contain these 
stories; and no set of Dumas is complete without them. 

In these volumes he gives vivid stories of the vices and crimes of the Borgias, of the most mysterious 
of the great crimes—that of the Man in the Iron Mask. He tells of the amours, imprisonment and 
barbarous execution of Mary, Queen of Scots, etc., etc. They form a collection of stories of the most 
sensational crimes; crimes prompted by illicit love, envy, ambition, religion,—stories of poison plots, 
abductions, treachery, intrigue, and conspiracies, gleaned from hidden archives. We pass through 
secret passages, see stealthy, lurking figures and the gleam of the assassin’s blade; we hear the muffled 
moan, the splash, hurried footsteps—but to appreciate their value you must see the books themselves, 
look through them, and read them. We want you to do this and will send them for free examination. 



THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS 

Estab. 1873; 18 Medals and Diplomas 

RITTENHOUSE SQUARE, PHILADELPHIA 

You may send for inspection, charges prepaid, the 8-volume 
set of Celebrated Crimes, bound in dark blue cloth. I will 
either return the set in 5 days or send you only $1 as a first 
payment and $2 a month for 7 months. 

Name _ 

Address _ 


Nothing in the World Like Them. Seeing it Believing. 
Examine these Books Free in Your Home Without Cost. 

Send no money now. Just mail the Coupon to-day. At this very 
low price these sets will be quickly sold. Don’t miss this opportunity. 










Special Combination Sale of the World’s 
Greatest Mystery and Adventure Stories 

A DOUBLE LIBRARY FOR THE COST OF ONE 

We have on hand a few sets of the Masterpieces of Mystery and the Masterpieces of Adventure, over-runs from 
large editions of these famous books. These over-runs have been combined into double sets, uniformly bound in 
handsome deep-red cloth with gold lettering. Thus there is created a remarkable combination of eight volumes 
containing not only the most famous short stories in all literature, but also the most interesting. To the first 
orders for either one of these sets—while the supply lasts — we will ship this unusual combined set: double the 
value, double the number of stories, double the size of your order—BUT FOR THE SAME PRICE! This offer is 
without parallel. It is a rare opportunity for you to get for your library some of the greatest stories in literature. 

Look at the Contents of These Famous Books! 



Have you ever read 
"The Sire De Male- 
troit’s Door” or 
“Thrown Janet," by 

Robert Louie Ste- 


THE MASTERPIECES OF ADVENTURE 

The Ship that Saw a Ghost Frank Norris 
A Nightmare of the Doldrums W. Clark Russell 
The Kite Major-General E. D. Swinlon 

Superdirigible "Gamma-I" Donn Byrne 

The Lighthouse Keeper of Aspinwall 

Henry Sienkiewics 
The Wreck Guy de Maupassant 


THE MASTERPIECES OF MYSTERY 


The Listener 
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The Beast with F: 
Sister Maddelena 
Thrawn Janet 
The Yellow Cat 
' “ to Sura 


Katherine Rickford 
Guy de Maupassant 
ingers William Harvey 
Ralph Adams Cram 
Robert Louis Stevenson 
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